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Two Bodies 


Author's Notes: 

Hey..so this is my first fanfiction ever! | was surprised to find that there are barely any stories about Jimi or 
his band so | wanted to help solve that problem. I've read a couple lovely Jimi/Noel stories, so | wanted to give 
Mitch some love too. | was also inspired to write this story because I've been dying for it to be fall. 'm so 
tired of summer; | want cool weather, pumpkin spice lattes, and the smell of burning leaves in the air. Anyway, 
| hope you all enjoy this story! (By the way, | apologize if Mitch's eye color isn't actually blue.its terribly hard 
to tell from pictures and videos) 

Oh and | don't own Jimi Hendrix or the Jimi Hendrix Experience, and | didn't write this story for profit, blah 
blah blab... 


The October wind encouraged the rail-thin body out the building. 
Tired hands delved for a cigarette within the deep pockets of a dingy fur coat. 


Success, the prize was placed between two lips. 


Fingers, already knowing that no lighter was present, but still searching anyway, were met with loose change, 


gum wrappers, and more cigarettes. 


Hands, delicate at first glance, but on closer inspection rather bruised and scraped, beat rhythmically against 


the brick building. 


As if being summoned, a second body was pushed out the building by the cold wind, but this one was taller and 


darker. 

Blue eyes were diverted as brown eyes stared pointedly at the useless thing sitting between pursed lips. 

Long lovely fingers retracted a lighter from a pants pocket. 

Blue eyes watched, entranced, as the dark fingers drew near trembling lips. 

The thin body became warmed head to toe, no thanks to the old fur coat and no thanks to the now lit 
cigarette, rather, thanks to the dark face that got closer and closer to the pale face until two cigarette ends 
touched. 

Brown eyes laughed and mocked as matching brown fingers brushed dirty blonde hair from the pale face. 
Thick lips, a little too close to a pale ear, formed a sheet of smoke and the sheet whispered tauntingly, Hmm 
you sure love being reminded that youre nothing without me, boy, dont shake your head, yeah you do, who else 


would light your cigarette everyday.. 


The sheets of smoke and thick lips could be cruel but brown eyes never were, and they were smiling all the 


way back in the building. 


Even the cold October wind could not make the hot, pink cheeks cold and pale again. 


